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''IT Is ME! I Dorothy Rochelle 
8 
THE POET #1 
He ached for the silent or otherwise 
approval of peers , teachers , grey poets 
found in a gypsy camp of staggering thoughts 
that he was not 
could not, be unto even hi~ glass world 
THE poet . 
Styles, he tried them all on for size, 
like the pyramids wear the wind , fitted 
sands of time for garments of desolation. 
Yet styles suited not the poet of few years , 
less knowledge, no spelling . 
His heart cried, his soul cried 
his eyes, silent approvers of midnight geometry , 
saw nothing but fur of owl - eaten black -cats 
unsung except in his wild- hat of magic typewriter 
singing to the seas of humanity, 
11 I 1 ve 1ot something to say . 11 
but the distorted brainchild of 
stomach gas, passive ocelots in a paper jungle 
and a coca - cola bottle, not the green kind. 
All things American, truly was he, except his typewriter 
still singing-fingers shooting sloppily across its keyboard 
he forgot to remember , saying of his typewriter, 
carrier of words only he could have mistakenly created 
"My typewriter is a god and I am a god, 11 he said, 
just before he drowned in the bathtub . 
Jackie Hill 
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you've never been there 
if you haven't written a poem. 
where? 
some 
where where 
others haven't been ... 
on your own 
alone 
but happily 
on your own 
alone . .. 
ask them 
the poets 
ask them 
to deseribe this exelusive plaee 
that they've been 
- even if they tell you 
you'll never know -
this plaee 
where no line separates 
good from bad or 
right from wrong or 
blue from red or 
swzbr from rbzws 
* this plaee * 
that defies definition 
or analyzation or 
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anything that a eonerete thinker 
eould imagine 
if he eould imagine 
anything 
is . here 
a poet 
where? 
that eonerete thinker. 
&s .there 
.there 
where no one but a poet 
where?(eould be).there 
John Niehols 
Poetry 
If poetry were easier to write then perhaps we would all be poets , 
If human feelings were easier to explain, 
then perhaps we would all be psychologists. 
If all our questions were answered, 
then maybe life would be easier. 
If all of us loved then maybe we could have peace. 
If we could all smile through cloudy days, 
then maybe the sun would appear. 
If "if" weren't listed in Webster's, 
then perhaps we foolish poets would have nothing to write about . 
Bob Willenbrink 
To a Friend 
The whisper~ng song of night 
The clatter of day 
The beauty of the universe 
I see it all in you 
Mammoth waves from a tiny pond 
With the gentleness of snowflakes 
you eased a friend's pain 
To all the people you know 
you ohed the rays of the sunrise 
you fill them with the joy of your 
existence 
You have shared your soul 
with me 
Never have I had a more beautiful gift . 
J adams 
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The Tin Can Knight and The Blue-jeaned Damsel 
Somewhere between sleep and thinking about how long 
I'd lain waiting for sleep 
You came unknockingly through the front door 
With a beer in hand and a silly grin sliding around your face 
I slipped out of pink sheets and patchwork fantasies 
And stumbled into the remains of week worn jeans 
You walked shuffle style, blithering some sort of nonsense 
Or profundity 
As if to announce or warn me of your arrival 
And somewhere between my top jeans button 
And the fastening of my belt buckle 
You curled your head around the bedroom door 
With your words caught in that unsure hesitate that questions 
the sanity of late evening callers 
I threw a hello in your ear which worked its way to the jailed sounds 
in your throat 
Your rambling sentences broke loose 
And poured thick and thin coating tables and rugs with your voice 
And you walked in and curved your body into a straight-backed chair 
Sunk into the mattress and supported by a stiff headboard 
I caught your conversation and toyed with your words 
Pulling first one cut of flow and then dropping it for another 
Winding your images around my head till they broke 
And then coiling another picture the same way 
Trying to work my way through to you 
But you silly man 
I can't concentrate on what game might be going on 
I get caught inside your cocky grin 
And there's no escape into reality 
I laugh into fantasies of chivalry 
You a tin can knight with a magic ball point sword riding alcoholic courage 
To save me--A blue-jeaned damsel in a castle of lonely 
I smile through barless windows 
Two grown-up children putting the world in order 
And warming in the absurdity of thinking we could pull anything together 
And it's so fine to smile 
And bypass worry for awhile 
I swear every time I get drunk on your laughter 
That I'll never be sober again. 
12 
Bear 
"A MERCHANT 11 WENDELL PERRY 
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Anticipation 
In the midst of winter we await the spring. 
We walk past flowers of ice and gardens of snow 
Longing for all that follows with spring. 
Yet, how is it we still do not know --
The expectancy of spring is fulfilled in the single flower. 
Forever leaving home, we travel wide-eyed. 
Looking to the stars and under the seas, 
We search for a clue to the magnificent beginning. 
Always seeking what no one ever sees --
The grandeur of creation is experienced from a canoe, 
Among millions of people we blindly look. 
We stare through magazines and feast upon movies 
Seeking in them relation, purpose, and care. 
Blinded by what we saw, we can never see --
The completeness of love is established in the individual. 
Waging war with years, we struggle for the good life. 
Dreaming furiously and building upon sand, 
We seek to tint our existence with a colourless green. 
Rushing past what we seek, we never understand --
The totality of life is discovered in each minute. 
Waiting . waiting . . Oh, will we ever know? 
What we seek and so anxiously await is often already among us. 
Gary Light 
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Ballad of the Hitch-Hiker 
Thumbing, humming, rolling along 
Walking, talking, to myself and the road. 
This is my life, where I belong. 
What new mysteries does my journey hold? 
I , the Hitch-Hiker, encounter the gamut of Humanity 
As I ride with people from all walks o f life. 
I meet tortured ones, those who suffer their sanity 
From Man's ceaseless Rat Race and all its strife. 
Rich people, poor people, black people , white people , 
Prostitutes, clergymen, truck drivers and queers; 
Dope peddlers, thieves, pimps and hippies --
I ' m the companion of all, everyone's peer . 
It is written: "A rolling stone's life is lost ." 
For a wanderer's journeys hold no end . 
But I have no desire to be a gatherer of moss .... 
I wish to embrace the world and all that ' s within . 
For, all those who wander are not lost , 
Nor G :z those that hunger for knowledge unfilled. 
In th3 face of Life's Storm, all are no t tempest - tossed, 
Because their faith in Humanity becomes their shield . 
I have seen men in bondage as I travel these plains , 
And long have I wondered at this, during my aberration . 
For my spirit is free, though my body be chained; 
Because in hitchhiking I have found my liberation . 
My travels carry me across polluted Zand . 
And I lament this rape of fair Mother Earth . 
For I cannot discern the bestial Stench of Man , 
Nor his ghostly laughter and morbid mirth . 
For I, the Hitch-Hiker, laugh no more ... 
My eyes suffer scenes of anguish and strife . 
I have shared despair and agony with the poor , 
Pathetically struggling to improve thei r life . 
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Born a child, condemned to life as a Man, 
No longer shall I revel in life's simple joys. 
For the Hitch-Hiker I'll remain, true to my plan, 
Seeking beauty in ugliness, music in noise. 
Because I am the Hitch-Hiker! 
Hero of fools, 
Dust of the road, 
Prince of wanderers, 
Rider of Old. 
Always coming, 
never arriving, 
no place to go, 
But I'm getting there fast. 
Allen Bayes 
I wake up in the night sometimes, 
Think of what you're dreaming and 
Wonder if I'm your hero. You're too 
Old now for Captain Kangaroo, and 
Popeye-the-Sailor has been away too 
Long. 
I sometimes hear the surf breaking 
Against your sleep and see sand in 
Your eyes. 
If I am gone when you awake, I'll 
Be by the sea, watching for your 
Dreams to wash ashore. 
David Biliter 
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STRATIFICATION 
It comes in layers 
clouds 
sky 
man 
woman 
grass 
soil 
death 
stone 
rocking on top of a home made grave 
a grave made home by 
alone, 
she moans 
two lovers 
he grunts grinding out the final 
labors of love six or eight feet above 
the corpse of a once greenly rich man 
in love 
alone 
with money 
alone he lay in his home made grave 
limey and rocky and dirty and still 
deaf to the rustling above 
of the life filled love 
of lovers in love 
with life. 
It happens in layers 
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birth 
life 
death 
the rocking has stopped and 
the two lovers 
have made a life over a death 
(one cell) 
surrounded by a mother 
over a corpse as still 
as his head stone. 
Granite Conquers All 
eventually 
but it happens to come in layers. 
John Nichols 
You know, they say Jack don't talk much sense 
since he come home from the war (some war) 
but then he didn't talk much sense before he left either. 
You .know, he just had to go and enlist didn't he, 
knowin in his pizzaed head what he'd be doin 
but he met a lot of interesting people 
course he coulda done that at Moooorrrheadd 
(if you don't Zike it here at Morehead) 
and he saw many exotic places, 
(there's a bus gain east) 
he coucda read about them in college 
and without the risk of disease too, 
(and a bus gain west) 
~e experienced different cultures and religions, 
(and connections) 
and at last here was a son any parent could be proud of, 
(north and south) 
and there's only one way to flunk out of a war, 
and that, well that's what insurance is for, 
(at both ends) 
en d for all that he can go to school now--
~Jt that he's not grateful--nosiree 
(and I'll help you carry your bags down to the taxi) 
GET OVTA MY POEM!!!!! 
There is a parallel here somewhere 
help me find it .................. . 
Jackie Hill 
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CONTOURED MIND 
Will it be mine, or ever far, 
Please comfort me with this luxury 
For I am half-man this without. 
Intertwined within my mind--love 
Serenity two factioned am seeking 
For I am whole-man this with. 
Some inpregnable power please come forth. 
Straighten my twisted thoughts to a line 
For I am part-man this without. 
Mental corridors are walked mightly 
But a lantern I cannot grasp, 
For enlightenment absent--I am half-man. 
Thoughts of future thrust me into black fear, 
My mind not fully grown 
For I am truly half-man. 
Mike Sheppard 
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Two of last year's 
schoolmates 
just walked in 
from the rain, 
hitching from California 
for the Mardi Gras. 
First thing Willie said was 
My elbows are wet. 
Then he asked about 
the old gang--
I interrupted him 
to ask 
how his elbows got wet. 
"Stone" didn't complain 
about being damp, 
but he rolled me a cigarette, 
and asked if we 
had any good grass . 
Then he took 
the cigarette back , 
because I don't smoke. 
They slept in the dorm 
and heated viennas 
in Bob's popcorn popper; 
and went back 
to the rain. 
Conrad College 
looking at a crooked Van Gogh 
i think of her 
crudely graceful 
and 
gracefully crude 
*life is a series of moods* 
i think 
of her. .while 
listening to a spinning Dylan 
christ he sounds crude 
but good 
like her 
they're both good and crude 
i think of her 
as i suck on a bottle of beer 
cold and bitter 
that's her 
not warm ~1d sweet 
but cold a.id bitter 
i think of her 
*a series of moods* 
better than a bottle of beer 
the incense(Jasmine) smells romantic 
-according to the package-
hard to be 
when you're alone 
*a mood* 
i continue to think of her 
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while i tug on the ice box door. 
then, i open another beer 
and start the poem over again 
i think of her 
more 
for she has captured my senses. 
John Nichols 
PEN AND INK DOROTHY ROCHELLE 
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THE AFTERMATH 
Alan Durmeyer Sr. received a telegram from Ann Felton and a manilla 
envelope containing his son's poems on the same day. The telegram told him 
of his son's death and the manilla envelope contained his son's life. The 
father wept and spent the afternoon reading his son's poetry. This was his 
second death in two days, for the Post Office had forced him to retire at 
the age of 70. Upon his retirement his life was finished except for his son 
and now his son was gone. 
"I couldn't even attend his funeral." The old man said as he rattled 
through the poems. "He might not have even had a funeral." 
The next day Durmeyer Sr. was sitting in the throne-like chair of the 
only barbershop in the small midwestern town. Outside the front door of the 
shop was a traditional red and white pole, but it had stopped rotating 
about six months ago. An elderly bald headed man was attending to Sr. 1 s 
head. A trim around the ears and squared off in the back. This was how 
the barber cut his and every other customer's hair for the past twenty years. 
"My son is dead." Sr. said. 
"Dead." The barber said. "How did he die?" 
"Suicide." 
"Oh .... " The barber paused. "Your son was quiet. The city must not 
have agreed with him. I can remember when he was a little sapling. No 
higher than this chair. He was always quiet and .... " 
"Suicide. He was a poet, you know. A quiet, unpublished poet. 
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' esterday I got an envelope full of poems. Strange ... I never thought that he 
:hought such things. Never knew he was a poet." 
"Really?" The barber said. "I knew the boy was quiet. Never knew he 
,-ms a poet. What kind of poems did he write?" 
Sr. brushed some hair off of his apron. "Some happy." He said. "A 
lot of 'em sad. Some simple and a lot of 'em that I couldn't understand ... 
Never thought he was a poet." 
"When was the funeral ·?" The barber said. "Wi 11 he be buried in town?" 
"Don't know if he had a proper funeral." Sr. said. "I just know that 
he was buried somewhere in New York." 
"The barber was squaring the back of Sr.' s head. 
"I will tell you this." Sr. said as the barber snipped. "Yes sir, I'm 
going to have a funeral." 
"But you're not dead yet." The barber said. 
"Not physically." Sr. said. "But when I 'm physically dead, I 'm going 
to have a funeral. They'll see me paraded down Main Street and say, 'That 
Alan Durmeyer Sr. has lived and now he is having a funeral. A grand funeral." 
After finishing with Sr. 's head, the barber brushed him off with talc, 
then said, "Next." as Sr. walked out of the shop. 
During the next few months Alan Durmeyer Sr. secluded himself and saved 
his money. The only person he associated with was his next door neighbor who 
was als o 70 and, in his own words, "didn't take any shit from anybody," as he 
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quietly lived out his remaining years.He and Alan Sr. spent their nights 
playing pinochle and Alan Sr. spent most of his days planning his funeral. 
For several hours in each day Sr. would plot out and rearrange the various 
steps of his final ceremony. From one of his son's poems he chose the lin 
'Do not pity me for I have lived' to adorn the top of his headstone. He 
ate beans three times daily and managed to save most of his Social Securit 
checks. Also, he did odd jobs and returned all of the soda bottles that h 1 
could find for extra cash. Five months later, he had accumulated $600 in 
loose change and dollar bills. He took this money and purchased the silve 
display casket at the only funeral parlor in town. 
"It's a beauty." Sr. told his neighbor as the pair shuffled down Sr.'~ 
cellar steps. 
A light flicked on after Sr. fumbled and pulled a piece of string that 
was hanging from the basement ceiling. In the center of the muggy basement 
sat the casket. Its top was arched back at a 90 degree angle and the plus 
interior was primarily of red velvet. There was a silk pillow at one end o 
the inside while the other end had a leather rectangular patch sewn on. 
The outside glistened of shiny silver except for three bronze handles that 
hung on each long side. The ends were rounded and the object of attraction 
looked similar to an opened torpedo. 
"It's a beauty." Sr. repeated. 
The neighbor nodded and agreed that the casket was a beauty but he 
added that he hoped that it would not be put to use soon. 
"But it will be." Sr. 's eyes widened. 
The neighbor looked confused. His face cringed like a ball of semi-
shapeless grey clay and he said. "You don't mean ... Not like your son?" 
"No." Sr. said. "Of course not. We're going to have a trial run. That 
station wagon that you own will do. We could drive it right down Main Street. 11 
"What?" The neighbor said. "That's morbid. It's not only morbid it's 
crazy. What would the people think? I'm not going to look like a jackass 
in front of the whole town." 
"Why do you care what the people think?" Sr. said. "I've heard you 
say many times that you don't take any shit . 
. . . . . Prove it! Screw those people!" 
The neighbor looked at the casket then back at Sr. "There's a difference 
between not taking any shit and looking like a fool. Besides, I don't think 
that thing will fit in my station wagon." 
"It will .... If you were a friend you would do it." 
The basement light flickered. 
"Why?" The neighbor said. "Why do you want to have a mock funeral?" 
"Because it's there. Because it's different. Because I've never tried 
it before. Please." 
The neighbor looked at his friend. "All right. Okay. Yes ... We' 11 
make fools of ourselves in front of the whole town together." 
Sr. clasped his friend's hand. "Thank you." 
The next day Sr. woke up at six o'clock in the morning. His mock 
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funeral was not scheduled until noon, but due to the excitement of the 
coming event, he could not sleep. He sipped coffee, then chewed snuff, ther 
pressed his only suit, then did a hundred other chores in nervous pre-
paration. At about 11:30 he put on his pressed salt and pepper suit; then 
he knocked on his neighbor's door. 
"Are you ready?" Sr. said as his friend opened the door. 
"I guess." Tne friend said. "As ready as I will be." 
The two men slid the coffin into the back of the station wagon. Then, 
Sr. lay cross-armed in the opened torpedo while his neighbor proceeded to 
drive down Main Street. The street was as crowded as a bee hive with noon 
traffic but no one noticed anything unusual about the station wagon. 
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"Slow down!" Sr. said. "And turn on your headlights." 
The neighbor frowned as he obeyed. He flicked on his one headlight 
that was not bur nt out and slowed down from 25 M.P.H. to 10 M.P.H. A long 
line of cars accumulated behind the station wagon and several cars in the 
forced procession began to harshly blare their horns. Sr. smiled in mock 
death. 
"How many cars are behind us?" Sr. said. 
"About fifteen and you can hear the racket. They're not very happy. 
Yes, we're making fools of ourselves in front of the whole town." 
"Nonsense." Sr. said as he smiled and stared at the ceiling of the 
station wagon. "A triumph!" 
A traffic policeman extended his arm in a Nazi-like fashion and signaled 
the procession to halt. He spit some Beech Nut saliva onto the street as 
I 
he approached the driver's window of the station wagon. 
"All right." The policeman said. 
notified of the funeral?" 
"What's going on" How come we weren't 
"It's not a real funeral." The driver said. "Just a trial run." 
"A trial run, eh." The officer said as he looked back at the growing 
procession of cars. "Well, when the hell are you going to have the real 
funeral? Next month? Are you going to store the son-of-a-bitch in your 
basement until you decide to bury him?" 
"He's not dead." The driver said. 
The officer's eyes rolled again and he spat some more Beech Nut onto 
the street. Some of the cars in the procession blared their horns. 
"Not dead." The officer said as he looked at Sr. who, with arms still 
crossed, winked. "He's not dead!" The officer said. "The son-of-a-bitch 
isn't dead! You two bastards are nuts!" 
"We're just having a trial run." The driver said 
More car horns began to blare loudly and the policeman rolled his eyes 
again. He stared in at the driver and said. "You, nut and your nut buddy, 
get this car moving and get it the hell off of Main Street before I run the 
two of you in." 
Without a word, the neighbor put the station wagon in gear and drove 
it off of Main Street in the midst of horn blowing and general bottlenecked 
confusion. He, along with the live corpse, smiled. 
"A triumph!" The corpse said. 
"Didn't take any shit, did I?" 
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"No. You didn't take any shit." The happy corpse said. "Triumph!" 
The neighbor victoriously drove the station wagon to Sr. 's house and 
the pair of them unloaded the coffin into Sr. 's basement. 
The following morning Sr. and his friend splurged and ate bacon and 
eggs instead of beans. The aroma of the food hung in Sr. 's kitchen like a 
cloud and was accompanied by the sound of toast popping up and bacon 
cackling in the frying pan. Sr. stirred his coffee and the wrinkles of hi 
face slanted upward as he smiled and read the story about his mock funeral 
on the front page of the town newspaper. 
"Remember this date." Sr. said. "March 21, 1972. Our funeral will b1 
a yearly event which will take place every March 21st." 
His friend smiled and they both sipped their coffee. 
"I didn't take any shit." The friend said. 
"No, you didn't." Sr. said. "You certainly didn't take any shit." 
The two elderly men cackled with laughter. 
"Mock funeral on Main Street." Sr. read as the two men laughed. "Noon 
traffic was held up by a funeral with no dead man. The driver said it was 
a trial run." 
The two men continued laughing. 
"A triumph." Sr. said. 
"Yeh, I didn't take any shit." 
The fake funeral ceremony took place as scheduled every spring for the 
t 
:next twenty years. At first, the townspeople laughed at and ridiculed the 
: two men; but after about five years of performing their ceremony, the pair 
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achieved some notoriety in the town and also in some surrounding towns. 
, Some people grew to hate the two men, while others grew to fear them. Each 
ceremony was more elaborate than the last, and a few people would even send 
flowers to adorn the station wagon. The town newspaper ran a feature story 
on the pseudo-funeral every year. This ceremony gave Sr. and his friend 
something to live for; hence, the two men lived longer than most of the 
other townspeople. Sr's funeral was his life. Finally, at the age of 
ninety, Alan Durmeyer Sr. did die. As he was lying on his bed clutching 
his chest, his last thought was to wonder if his final ceremony would be as 
rewarding as the twenty trial runs. The last physical act that he per-
formed was a wink. 
John Nichols 
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DRAWING STAN MOORE 
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Solitude 
Sitting cold 
in front of a fireplace 
Crayon leaves 
dropping to melt 
BehaggZed woman 
sitting on bench 
Feeling of nothingness 
Gray clouds that hide tears 
That wiZZ not forget 
Brenda Barlow 
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Clean cool water 
Takes the wonderful, pain---
White waves Zike Dial-soap cleanses 
"My.. G Zadys.. what a love Zy hat 
Have you seen her? 
My_, didn't they do a ZoveZy job?" 
"Oh_, yes_, remember Old Mr. Ritter--
Nothing helped. 11 
Bright clear skies 
White puffs of misty cZouds---
Crying misery---
SeZfishness of humanity. 
Ah--cooZ water---
Watching a white guZZ 
Arise--and glide freely. 
LesZye Mercer Murray 
TILL 8 A.M. 
Smoky lights 
And painted glamour, 
And smiles pasted 
Across faces filled with pain, 
Picture them---
• ' 
Old women 
Held together ~n dresses 
That pinch them into roZZs Zike segmented worms, 
Their painted eyes 
Watching, 
The men---
That drop twenty dollar biZZs 
And caii them "honey," 
Buying a couple a' beers 
And going upstairs, 
Everything's aii right 
TiZZ 8:00 A.M. 
When the booze and the paint wears off. 
Cheryl Yarber 
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'Singer' 
& can't ever get much higher 
not without the right push 
i mean the right freq-uency. 
Voice of smooth wetness 
a gentling slowness of pulling 
listening with my eyes 
her softened chimes-calming hands-
on my neck-easing the pieces together 
I am Zike a purring Siamese must feel 
stroked-
stoned on my own juice--
she is the quiet filling of my lungs 
and i can't seem to get much higher .... 
Jackie Hill 
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Box 
These people I give myself to 
They Zook at me and faintly smile 
And hand the gift back 
Unopened 
Brenda Barlow 
Schroeder Revisited 
He used to brag about its being all he needed 
Music--all the joyous rant of jazz and pop 
and Bach pouring from the Grand 
And from his hands--those crazy hands. 
But now he pounds the keys half-heartedly 
And breathes uneven rhythms through 
his tightened lips and smokes with hollow 
Greed the evil weed 
And says the music's lost its feel. 
All real to him, I guess, 
And yes, I've seen him cursing the sky 
for cheating him out of feathers. 
High used to be so easy. 
He can get there if he sings 
That rockin' song about that rockin' city 
Slow, low to himself. 
That same ole silly tune he used to howl 
Drunkenly to hiR friends. 
He can't fool me. 
Even I have seen his wings. 
Roberta Webster 
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I felt so right 
J with my arm 
around your shoulder 
and I thought 
of tomorrow 
how we'd lie 
in the sun 
and swim 
in the sea 
I kissed you 
lightly on the cheek 
and listened 
to you breathe 
and wondered 
if you were 
having a dream 
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Suddenly you jerked 
a leg and looked 
up., saying 
leave me alone--
can't you? 
Can't I even 
sleep in peace? 
Conrad College., 
Berea 
"CY Is TREE' NO. 2" GENE DONOVAN 
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I Zit a candle for you 
and watched it burn. 
A black candle that gave no light 
but on the red walls the flame danced, 
i wave my hand so slowly by 
and laughed when the flame leaped high 
but no wax dripped for the flame burns all 
and & ate my eyes and the flame reached higher 
threw white paper into its fire 
but their ashes settled upon the vaults 
locked in my head with hideous faults . 
From the flame somebody's hand 
grasp&ng for anything not made of sand, 
her face a mask of twisted flesh 
black crayoned teeth that tasted death. 
I pushed and watched in gleeful awe 
as concrete softened her fall 
and shattered her Zike a frozen doll 
and reprinted for my memoirs 
and the flame made shadows 
in the hollow moons of my sockets. 
Jackie Hill 
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christ i'm busy 
the rent is due and 
i don't know when 
but it'll happen again 
and when it does christ 
things are still the same 
my car the damn thing 
won't start and i can't 
get it to rumble so i kick it 
and curse *pain* 
i hold my foot 
it feels the same way about me 
so i walk and run until 
i'm at the bus station 
)it's crowded( 
people look confusedsadandbewildered 
all at one time 
as i squeeze through the doors 
that clap shut behind me 
i stare 
as they glare through newspapers. 
they feel the same way about me 
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my boss with liberal sideburns ye 
possibly at me he knows i'm lat 
i know i'm late but the bastard 
has to remind me before i begin. 
i glance at my piled work 
then i look at my boss; 
his sideburns are crooked 
he feels the same way about me 
on my desk i carve 
- L . B . loves J.B.-
my wife (J.B.) knows 
i love her 
that 's why i'm here 
because i love her 
~n bed (where she is now) 
or in the cellar 
or any place she is 
or happens to be .... 
we 're similar so 
she feels the same way about me 
my work's piled 
and i 'm sitting here 
carving and dreaming .... 
it doesn't make much sense 
working a third of my life 
(it seems like half) 
my life is spent 
and only the portion 
that's spent with J.B. 
is or could be valuable 
so why 
can't i be with her now? 
i feel the same way 
John Nichols 
if happy (How years will allow 
something forgotten 
will smile 
afid bury a (How fortunate) 
life-long friend .. . 
me .... 
and give birth to something remembered 
and give life to something forgotten 
if happy (How) years will allow 
something forgotten 
will smile 
and touch all my (How fortunate) 
life-long friends ... 
m1.,ne .. . 
and the joys of something remembered 
will bring life to something forgotten 
and something forgotte n will s mile 
Jim Maggard 
40 
JUST LIKE A DAME 
I was strolling along early in the dew 
Non-chalantly minding my own 
Looking neither to the this-way-nor-that 
When along bounced bubbly Prim Miss Trim 
A succulent piece of asparagus fit for any man's buffet 
Directly behind her loping lasciviously 
Came Old Senile Delinquent 
His eyes all bloodshot and distended about 
Ears flip-flopping like an eager hound 
Hot on the traii of a fresh spoor 
Now this nymph and satyr business being none of mine 
I attempted to discretely find a secluded side lane 
And go about my own leisurelies 
However 
Prim Miss Trim drawing abreast 
Suddenly ' lost all control and seized my arm 
In a vice-like which was not to be denied 
Her words spilled out in a Niagara that I couldn't understand 
But her grasp was so warm that I was touched with her plight 
Pulling and tugging 
Prim Miss Trim hauled me to her broken cottage 
Where she related that Old Senile Delinquent had stormed the gate 
Imploring me to shore up the fences while she made tea 
Being a gentleman of the first order of captivity 
And sensing an easy coup 
I gallantly set to labor immediately repairing 
Now and then a tender smile shone from her little windows 
And I renewed her bastion stauncher than any ever before 
Guaranteeing her portcullis to withhold the most relentless 
Just as I finished Prim Miss Trim appeared by my side 
Requesting me to step outside while she locked 
And to give the redoubt a test so to ease her mind 
Hurriedly I complied 
Heaving and puffing with all my might 
It proved secure 
She was delighted 
nThank youn she called as sweetly as 
While tripping gaily to her nest 
nNow I may sip my tea in peacen 
Carter 
41 
vOULD SOME POWER ... 
')o , I cry at movies 
J ~nd sometimes show a tear-smeared face 
4t weddings. 
I'hat's the reason--you wheeze 
' between your puffs of certainty and sense--
That I'm a fool. 
A smok~-screen serenity balances 
The stern mobility of your lifeless jaw, 
And in the right light 
1 (At peeping angles when sunlight 
plays a nasty Puck to your King Lear) 
A little hat of jingles caps your head. 
A red nose, a greasepaint face: 
Wan and wrinkleless wonder! 
(It takes one to know one.) 
Wade 
Reviving a rusting golden memory 
Roberta Webster Brought back to life, cried back to life 
When we were one, holding on to autumn leaves 
Until they died 
Home to pushed aside places 
Remember the change was so hard 
To reach out-to take that fatal step 
The musty embraces, the tears 
A point between paradis e and hell 
Where waiting for a flame 
A candle hovers 
Brenda Barlow 
WOODBLOCK 
J. - . 
' I''· .... , 
' .. 
J, LORD 
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CABINET: 
NIXON: 
CABINET: 
NIXON: 
SPIRO: 
NIXON: 
SPIRO: 
NIXON: 
SPIRO: 
NIXON: 
SPIRO: 
NIXON: 
SPIRO: 
NIXON: 
THE LAST STATE DINNER 
Thursday Night, the Last State Dinner 
Looking at my trials and tribulations 
Sipping on some California wine 
Don't disturb me now I can see Pink Elephants 
From this morning 'till this evening I drank wine 
Always hoped I'd be a cabinet member 
Knew that I would make it if I tried 
Then when we retire about next November 
They'll still talk about the scandals that we've tried 
To leave ... 
Is just a little harder when I'm thrown out by my friends 
For all you care this wine could be imported 
For all you care this ham could be my V.P. 
To leave ... 
This was my wine you drank 
That is my wife you jerk 
I hope you remember that, when you mess around 
I must be mad thinking you will remember-yes 
I must be out of my bird! 
Look at your drunk faces! My name will mean nothing 
Nixon they'll say you're absurd 
All of you denies me 
One of you betrays me-
Not I! Who would? Ridiculous! 
Mitchell will deny me in just a few hours 
Three times you will deny me-and that's not all I see 
One of you here drinking, one of my old buddies 
Will leave to betray me 
Cut out the ham acting! You know very well who-
Why don't you go do it? 
You want me to do it! 
Hurry they are waiting 
If you knew why, you blew it ... 
I don't care why I blew it! 
To think I admired you 
We should have retired you 
You fibber-you Spiro 
You want me to do it! 
What if I just stayed here 
And ruined your dinner? 
Dick, you deserve it! 
Hurry up you fool, Beat it you creep, 
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CABINET: 
SPIRO: 
NIXON: 
SPIRO: 
CABINET: 
NIXON: 
Save me your speeches, you put me to sleep-SCRAM! 
Looking at my trials and tribulations 
Sipping on some California wine 
Don't disturb me now I can see Pink Elephants 
From this morning to this evening I drank wine 
Always hoped I'd be a cabinet member 
Knew that I would make it if I tried 
Then when we retire about next November 
They'll still talk about the scandals that we've tried 
You apathetic man-see what you've went and done 
Our stock market just went down, you never were much fun. 
And now the saddest cut of all 
Someone has to turn you in 
Like a common criminal, like a fuzzy animal 
A broken mandolin 
A broken mandolin 
A broken busted twisted crusted broken mandolin 
Get out! They're waiting! They're waiting for you! 
Every time I look at you I don't understand 
Why they let a ham like you get out of the can 
You'd have managed better if you'd had it planned 
Looking at my trials and tribulations 
Sipping on some California wine 
Don't disturb me now I can see pink Elephants 
From this morning 'till this evening I drank wine 
Always hoped I'd be a cabinet member 
Knew that I would make it if I tried 
Then when we retire about next November 
They'll still talk about the scandals that we've tried. 
Will no one play Monopoly? 
Poker? Gin? Fish? 
Will none of you play with me? 
Roulette? Craps? Pool? 
Excerpt from a Political Parody 
"Spiro Agnew Stuperstar" 
by 
Ken Foltz and Bob Newman 
LI r; 
SNARED 
I went to where I had Zeft her 
After the Zast cold chilling flight 
Away from her in the darkness 
And in the morning light 
Colors of dawn were streaking 
She glowed Zike a wavering pane 
Growing out of a tesseZated background 
A red rose dripping off rain 
I gazed in sheer joy amazed 
In wonder I saw the aure 
To nestle in her soft petals 
And catch the drops she made pure 
The fountain of youth in crystal 
Diamond drops of pain flowing over 
Distilled into life's present river 
Retaining the soul of a rover 
Carter 
Easily worn, a perpetuated pride 
One of forced smiles and lost reasons 
Of longing and caring of being without knowing 
Sharing in nothing but refusing to admit 
To being selfish to know of uncaring 
Ah--but they walk their ground 
They enter into oblivion and camerons 
And I walk my ground! 
Sherry Schools 
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COLLAGE SAMMYE WILLIAMS 
4? 
The jungle s~eated 
and the weight rolled off his chin, 
He rose his hand 
in hopes that teacher would see, 
the sky was so blue 
the foliage so green, 
he waited well 
eager to please, 
his life flew out 
with the sight of his eyes, 
he was chosen 
and smiled to speak at last, 
he remembered 
the question; 
he had remembered 
the answer. 
David Williams 
for a lady growing old 
Walking from heres to theres, 
loose dress of drifting powder color, 
steps more stiff with age than with 
old shoes she cannot put away. 
Silver netted hair, and face light silver, 
scarf drawn back with one pearl needle, 
muted soft. 
and settled for 
a quieter living, giving time to other 
people's children, mostly now 
alone, 
absorbing into lives before, 
will touch the after 
with a grace, a charm of 
softly fluttering wings 
Doris Ludwick 
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OLD LADIES 
Old ladies are like broken hat racks 
All wooden and scratched 
And hanging around even though nothing hangs on them ' 
They talk about yesterday and forget they ' re living today 
It ' s too painful to remember where you are at I suppose 
When where you are is too close to when you won't be 
Maybe that ' s why old ladies ramble like bohemian drifters from l928 
to their first childbirth--
There never seems to be any purpose or any relation between their words 
and their conversation 
They're just drifting like paper boats en a stream 
Like pleasures in a dream 
Just hitchiking from one year to the next 
Continually trying to evaluate which one was best 
But no matter how cold the winters 
No matter how many hard times they've seen 
When it's almost over 
Life is the sweetest thing that's ever been 
And in the almost hours left they live all over again 
Yeah I guess old ladies are strange but they're all right 
I know I'll be one someday and I ' ll look for a stranger ' s ear 
To tell him of the things I've felt and the places I've been 
And my story will be so fine 
Just 'cause it's mine 
That I won't even notice when he goes away 
I doubt if I'll notice when I cease to stay 
Yeah ~ life ' s the best thing I've ever done 
And when I've rode through all the ups and downs that time will give me 
I'll want to do it all over again 
Just to feel how to break into a silly grin 
Just to know how deep a soul goes when the pain of lonely 
Forgets to stop its flow 
Just to be all the things I've been 
Bear 
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One bottle inspector 
on his day off 
polished his car 
while watering it 
he took a drive 
and ran a red light 
until 
instantly -
he was check finished to death 
his wife 
a busy woman 
cried for a day 
explained to all 
between chomps on chocolates 
the tragedy of the situation 
she was alone 
with nothing to do 
the columnists consoled her 
abby was always right 
as she answered queries by 
troubled teenagers, grandmothers 
hard hats and housewives 
with nothing to do 
the wife read and was answered 
and read and was answered 
until 
eventually -
she was ann landered to death 
John Nichols 
M.E. (Sam) 
I kinda like the way you live 
grabbing life by the balls 
as if each day (or night) 
is another door not yet opened .. 
you're sorta worried that 
there might be something or someone 
new behind that door 
each time it's opened 
and by skipping--you could miss it ... 
like a living Electrolux .. 
so twist friend--
go ahead and twist just as hard as you can 
for each hour or minute 
is a step to one that's locked .... 
Jackie Hill 
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THE PAINS OF PIETY 
The priest threw off his robes, 
Confession done, 
And tossed them in the corner near the door. 
So tired of the sins I've told 
So many times in trembling voice and shaking 
words that cracked his open heart ... 
He drew a breath that sounded Zike relief, 
But hollowed, and deep within that void 
A tiny echo shook the walls, 
And slowly he began to laugh and, to my horror, 
Danced: Clapped his hands, clicked his heels. 
"But, Father, I have sinned!" 
Eyes blinked dry at peep hole, 
Hands tore at deep wall 
Where my solace escaped into 
Dancing, unfeeling, w~irling deceiver. 
"So what?" I could hear him laugh solemnly. 
"So what?" And he giggled a tear. 
Roberta We bster 
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"SATVAYAN" C.S. WINTERS 
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SUMMER CAROL 
Either the room's getting smaller 
Or I'm growing 
Since we happened 
There doesn't seem to be space enough to hold me 
Looking at me througk you 
Kind of exploded something 
A lot of somethings inside all those holed-up closets I thought 
I'd lost the keys to 
And even though I'm sitting here alone 
I'm more than I us~d to be 
I'm all those things you gave to me 
And just a little bit more of whatever it ~s I am 
So you see 
I can't curse your leaving 
No more than I can curse your coming 
For it's all a part of an experience called us 
And it's made more of me 
I've still got as much as I ever had 
And it's all right with my head 
I've lost my fear of laying alone in bed 
But I haven'v lost you or me 
For I never gave my soul away 
And I never owned you (as if I could) 
I've just gained a little understanding 
And learned how to accept my smile 
See my friend 
We don't depend on love 
Love depends on us 
And if we've gone as far as we can 
And touched as deep as our reaching will allow us to go 
Then we've a need to turn our love and put it elsewhere 
And hope it grows 
So I've got sweet feelings swimming about inside of me 
Waiting to see what they want 
But right now it's all right 
Even though the song's over 
There's still some humming going on 
I've learned a melody and I see no reason to forget 
There'll be new words and a different experience 
But you helped me create the tune 
So come winter> 
With ice and snm..' 
And naked trees and people all in a freeze 
Come Christmas 
With tinsel and neon lights 
And people singing about a God born of a virgin in the shaking cold 
Me--I'll be humming a summer carol 
About green willows 
And an understanding that broke from the womb of fear 
To stand up and whisper silent words in sweet breezes 
And a time that ran to the river just to see things it didn't know 
No it ain't easy-- Thank Gcd, it's hard 
I'm trying and I'm losing 
And I'm finding 
But it's all right 
Yeah baby, it's all right 
Bear 
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Blitz 
You're sleeping on the floor 
tonight. 
I don't care whose ear you 
whisper in, 
You're sleeping on the floor 
tonight. 
The rug is there, and the bone 
you carried in from yesterday; 
But the baii that makes the noise 
is in the drawer, 
You can have it tomorrow when I 
go to work. 
Yes, I love you; but not by 
~and-Zot rules. 
David BiZiter 
Yes, I am a carpenter, 
i build a world with words, 
i string the morning sunlight 
on adjectives and verbs, 
but when you think of me, 
a time that wiii soon pass 
a iuiiaby that merged with sleep, 
remember that i never loved 
the words that touched the heart, 
Zike tears that feii on fields of moss 
covered by a wordless dawn, 
but loved, instead, the heart that touch e d 
the words and made them so, 
with clues Zain down in silent pauses, 
examples carved in greacian charm, 
and kissed, each, one, a reverent charge, 
a gift from you to me. 
David Williams 
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Becoming Night 
Evening walks to me on lavender-pink river legs 
The sun just drips down the sky 
And like a whisper twilight crawls into the world while I rest 
behind closed eyes 
I wake to the night falling like a black feather to the ground 
Darkness just kind of drifted down 
Erasing the lines between distant mountains and clouds 
And I'm wrapped in the ebony cape of soft speaking heavens--
telling me wind songs 
Just small unrushing breezeful tunes that hum 
Through the trees outstretched arms and catch my ear 
With the gentle touch of almost-silent melodies 
Embraced in the comfort of black-eyed quiet 
I melt into the shadows left behind by the day 
And walk through the quiet sound of my existence 
Sitting on this backporch 
Peeling knotty cucumbers 
Lots of salt 
I feel 12 years old 
But anyway it's different now 
The flowers aren't as tall 
Nor as bright 
Or even as many 
But the grass seems thicker 
She was younger then 
Maybe that matters 
Guess we all were 
A little younger 
But she was a lot younger 
Morning-glories 
Climbing over bean-vine 
Nod just like they 
Did when she 
Used to pass them. 
Always thought it was her 
They nodded at, 
Know it was now. 
Basil still as wrinkled. 
Jew. Still unsure where to go 
Just aimless 
Mike Greene 
Bear 
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THE VERNAL CHILD 
He was a gentle child. Some of his classmates 
called him a sissy, but this was not so. He was more of 
a man than were any of his peers. His primary concerns 
were nature, and above all, kite-flying. 
He was a frail child. His tiny legs were as thin 
in comparison to the rest of his body as a stream is 
small likened to a massive river. He tried desperately 
to run across the field with enough speed to raise his red 
kite to soaring heights. He stumbled once, twice, three 
times, but still persisted, refusing any help. Finally, 
a compassionate gust of wind lifted the kite, and it took 
on a purple glow as it touched the blue of the sky. The 
child's white face burst into a radiant pleasure pink. 
This was his median--nature. He loved to watch the 
kite gently float upward and rock to and fro as the wind 
played with it. He was overcome by emotion as the warmth 
of the spring wind splashed over his face. In the winter, 
the cold wind turned his cheeks a chafed red, and he loved 
to see the great snowflakes float to the ground; but kite-
flying weather was the time of the year he anticipated 
most of all. 
Finally, the dreaded time arrived, the time when the 
sh a : ows began to reach out to one another to form dusk, 
and finally, darkness. The boy's comrade and playmate, 
the wind, remained outdoors, inviting him to play, but 
darkness and the need of medication bade him home. His 
tiny legs were happy, though very weak. His father set 
the boy astride his shoulders and ambled home. 
Every free hour of the spring was spent in the 
pursuit of combining red and blue. When winter came, 
all too soon, the red kite was carefully put in a safe 
place for use the following year. During the winter 
months, the child's feet began to stumble so often that 
the decision was made to give him the aid of wheels in 
his traveling. Then the awkwardness and pain spread 
even faster. Soon the wheelchair was no longer needed. 
A bed was its replacement. 
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Strangely enough, the spring wind was not as soft 
and warm as usual this year. It seemed to miss some-
thing. Either it wailed miserably, or failed to budge 
at all. The red kite began to fade to a sickly orange 
which could not even begin to combine with blue to form 
purple. So the wind cried on, refusing consolance. 
Gill Blackburn 
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PHOTOGRAPH ROY BOGGS 
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I feel morning hours reaching out to me 
But I crawl face down into blankets--
Warm and accepting fuzzy blue arms cover my escape into sleep 
Protected by sheets and boxed above the springs 
I run through my dreams a little slower 
And this child sure could use a bit of rest 
A fugit ive usually don't get much of a chance to gear down 
To a fast walk 
It's always trucking back roads just a step in front of the light 
Pushing my head into fantasies and closets of amnesia 
Have to avoid that dawn 
For I've got a hard load to handle when I wake into another day 
Seems like fog always hangs like a thick screen of cobwebs in the 
Autumn-cold air with rain drizzling through the bulk of gr ay 
As if it were being filtered through a dense loaf of soggy bread 
And the sun strains weak-eyed through the walls of steel -s haded 
wet blanket clouds 
And it sure seems like every day begins this same damn way 
And I can't look Nature in the eye when she feels that miserable 
I got a notion she'd just like to slip back into the night 
But the prodding mountain fingers push her into the day 
Just won ' t let the woman be 
But it ain ' t that easy for me 
No one refuses me my b acksliding into blanket embraces 
And most times lately that's just what I do 
' Cause this lady's got them Ol' Rainy Day Blues 
And I don't want to face the empty sound of my footsteps 
As they fade into the echoing splatter of the rain 
Seems to me I get so thin pressed between the layers of fog walls 
That it don't take long til I just blend in 
And walk camouflaged past umbrellas thrust against the elements 
And after I ' m saturated thoroughly and integrated into the gr ay morning bo 
I layer myself just inside the dirty cotton bo ttom sky 
And with sad eyes 
Feel my life gush through sewer mouths and bleed into the streets 
Soon there's nothing left of me 
And that ' s the way I die every time the light of day shoots its rays at me 
So I run for shadows and race into the night 
And that's the way its been ever since I killed our time of loving--
Shot it right down with my point blan k blindness to the changes you 
held open to me 
So call this woman a runner--She's sick of what she sees 
Singing Rainy Day Blues 
Can ' t seem to let myself be 
Bear 
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Heavy heart., 
The midwife holds the lantern close 
as the child squirts from the flesh 
she quietly recounts., "It wasn't long.," 
as the doctor slaps his ass; 
the child gasps., and gives a cry 
of startled exile. 
Mr. Webber shakes his head., 
"It's not a thing that I can do.," he says .. 
"It's not so much.," she answers then 
and lays her cigarette upon the bar., 
he nods his head., and follows her., 
into determined exile. 
The scholar scans his teacher's face., 
they have no common point on which to play., 
"Why is Life?" he questions her., 
"There is God.," she then replies., 
"You will not hear!" in unison they cry --
of common exile. 
resolution., benevolution., 
absolution., resolution., 
and where are you., Emmanuel Kant., 
and what of sins and man? 
the child does gasp .. and give a cry 
of startled exile. 
Anxiousness more than I can bear; 
Uselessness completes the 
David Williams 
Shame that penetrates all; 
Hopelessness descends like a fog 
That blankets me., 
Vis cious ly. 
Empty. 
Negative 
Resplendent in black chalky unsureness. 
Word 
Crypts behind which I hide. 
There is no exit 
And the entrance 
is one way. 
Mike Greene 
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ETCHING 
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INTERS CAROLE W 
Ode on the Grecian Mode 
Sometime during her stay on a college campus, a 
co-ed will no doubt come face to face with an awesome 
phenomenon: the Greek way of Life. They call them-
selves the Greeks, and since they boldly display letters 
on their chests that scholars will admit are truly specimens 
of that ancient alphabet, one is at a loss to challenge 
credibility. On the other hand, one may not bother to 
challenge these living anachronisms once she notices 
how deftly they seek to follow the examples of their name-
sakes. 
As the ancient Greeks appreciated art and aesthetics, 
so do their modern counterparts. It is because of this 
fact that modern Greeks adorn their communal dwellings, 
better known as "frat houses;' with letters of mammoth 
porportion and aesthetically pleasing hues. Keats was 
so taken with the ancient Greeks' aesthetic taste that 
he composed his famous "Ode on a Grecian Urn." Modern 
Greeks pride themselves in the abundant display of 
precious "urns" so that one might envision a present day 
Mr. Keats conjuring "Ode on a Grecian Mug, Jug, or even 
Fifth." Whether or not Mr. Keats would laud these 
"things of beauty" for the joys of their external or 
int rnal contents is another matter indeed. 
While the ancient Greeks were concerned with the 
arts, they by no means ignored the importance of a 
strong,fit body. As a result of their zest for action 
and fair competition, the Olympics were born. This zeal 
for competition and energy for excellence lives yet in 
... the Campus Greeks. Thus we see much wondrous events as 
watermelon shot put, tug-of-war, beer-chugging matches, 
and pie-eating contests. Each colony of modern Greeks 
competes fiercely to win Olympiad honors (plaques, medals, 
mention in the school paper) for their team; however, one 
need not think these Spartans barren of intellectual 
fervor. 
As Greeks of old listened attentively to their 
teachers and sought to nuture the eternal flame of 
knowledge for posterity, so do these campus Greeks carry 
on the fine tradition. Instead of Socrates or Plato 
lecturing to a rapt audience of careful listeners, one 
is apt to find a slightly inebriated gathering of mellow 
pledges circled about a file cabinet containing the 
63 
stored efforts of Greeks-gone-by--fine specimens 
of final exams, term papers, and other gems of 
knowledge. 
Despite these glimmering facts, co-eds need not 
feel too trusting toward these seemingly virtuous 
Greeks. The ancients were once known to pull a nasty 
trick on the neighboring Trojans; moreover, the whole 
affair had to do with a pretty face. Modern Greeks 
should not have to suffer preconceived judgments simply 
because their "ancestors" were foxy; however, if a co-ed 
should become entrapped at one of these "frat houses" 
in the dark with a fifth or two handy and one of these 
cagey, healthy, lovers of aesthetic beauty quite close, 
I might encourage her to look a gift horse in the mouth. 
The Trojans probably still wish they had! 
Roberta Webster 
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Tomorrow's Come 
Moments of no hearing 
words only words. 
holding hands, making time 
Pretending that you're in love 
knowing now, a little too late 
Wishing maybe, knowing no. 
Falling down, unable to move. 
Trying to speak 
Words only words. 
holding hands, making time 
Pretending that you're in love 
knowing now, a little too late 
Wishing maybe, knowing no. 
Tomorrow's Come, a little too late. 
J.S. 
Having caught a glimpse of us in a midnight mirror, 
I had to laugh. 
Look at the Two of us (or the One of US) 
trying to be so together. 
Making strange faces at youandme (a two-or-one, 
I don't know). 
Trying to be more-you than me and really not 
Knowing at all. 
I had to laugh. 
Bobbie VanHoose 
6 .5 
NOW YOU 
I rode 
Thru everlasting small town boredom 
Seeking to do----
I don't know what 
And mumbling about lonely----
Who me? 
People, I guess 
That was 
Until I crossed the alley 
And found you sitting on a trash can there 
Now I spend my hours with you, 
For you. 
Just an alley cat 
But mine 
Even that wicked smile 
Gypsy, that's you, 
And me? 
Well, I'm uh, Busy. 
Yes, Busy. 
Cheryl Yarber 
REFLECTION 
One day, you came into my life; 
And from that day on, My life has been, still is , 
And. forever will be: A better one to live. 
Rick Gorton 
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i keep having this need for understanding, 
i'm not content to let things alone 
or be understandingly non-committal, 
de-part-mental, slowly cold, 
because i've seen that gaily carousel 
go round before, i've touched the colored lights, 
and i'm bored by it, i've known it all my life, 
and it's not a lie to say that that was my inheritance, 
and colored lights and all the unanswered questions, 
and what's bothering me is the fact that i just don't kn 
and i'm about to lay my life in the breach, 
and that i've done it all along, 
no other way, because i'm alive, 
and God knows, i don't want to go to prison, 
and God knows, if the hammer falls, i'll go, 
but i've got to ask some questions, 
i've got to stop this manic rush awhile and think, 
even if i come to no conclusions, 
i've got to play a stronger hand. 
David Williams 
A sickening, grating sound pierced the air as 
the semi-parallel parked brown car ground 
to a halt against the front bumper of a 
powder blue Plymouth. With great concern, 
four girls leaped from the now dormant 
vehicle and examined the near total union of 
the two machines. Finally realizing the 
extensively damaged condition of the 
Plymouth, the four girls leaped into the 
offending car, gingerly unlocked bumpers, 
and nonchalantly rode away. As 
they disappeared up the hill, I noted the 
damage to their vehicle: a small grazed 
place on a "Honk if you love Jesus" bumper 
sticker. 
Ronnie Harris 
Lives 
Our lives do not belong to us 
They're only borrowed souls 
To use until our time is up 
And we have reached our goals. 
Deannie Henderson 
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Waves slurpping, slapping, s o ftl y lapp ing on the beach 
Two pairs of sandals, once-wet, now cur led- dry 
with the sun. 
White clothing crumpl ed on damp sand . 
Soft, sweet b reeze stirrin g h ai r on s l eeping heads. 
You, 
I, and the Day 
ALL ONE. 
Bob b ie VanHoo s e Midnight Cr a v ing 
( Or : Aunt Jane Is Goo d in Bed) 
Las t night while reclining in bed, 
I tur ned to myself and I said, 
"Iam in the mood 
for some succulent food . 
My t ummy demands to be fed ." 
But , alas, my poor cupboard wa s bar e , 
I could find only three items the r e . 
I had one jar of pickles 
And two wo o den nickels 
To be used for next Thursday ' s bus f a r e . 
And, since nickels are not good to eat, 
I selected a firm gherkin sweet . 
I turned out the ligh t 
And I took a big bite 
And the brine squirted out on the sheet . 
Now , the fragrance of brine - spatte r ed lin e 
Does not happen to be very winnin '. 
To be perfectly frank , 
My sheet smeiieth rank, 
Like the jar that the pickle had been ~n . 
Ah , what an unfortunate spill ! 
I feel myself becoming ill . 
Alas , such a curse! 
But things could have been worse --
The brine could have been kosher dill . 
Euripides O'Shaughne s sy 
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WATERCOLOR MICHELLE MERKLE 
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HAIKU THOUGHTS 1-4 
1 
Aspirin dreams and things 
Cause nightmares lately at night 
I forget myself 
2 
Breathing thoughts to you 
I create cool vibrations 
You receive resend 
Cloudy people live 
Within themselves chained to their 
Aristocracy 
4 
Icy dreams and wants 
Create a world of "I"ness 
Blue isolation 
Cheryl Yarber 
?O 
A FORMAL CROAK OF THANKS 
A thought 
Passing in my shallow night 
Like a water ripple: 
Easy, gently so as not to disturb 
The weeping frog on the lily pad 
Alone-crying crystal would-be tears. 
But frogs (especially weeping ones 
alone on pads ) 
Accustomed as they are to ponds, 
Never miss a ripple--
Especially gentle ones 
That pass . .. 
Roberta Webster 

